JOURNAL OF ARNOLD BENNETT

nominally, but Dorothy landed me at the Tower of London,
where I had never been. Very large. Restored to death.
Regalia very ugly Large crowds of people. I drove Dorothy
to Edith SitwelTs and came home and had tea, and wrote 250
words more of " Accident " and actually finished the chapter.
By the way in the City, on way to Tower of London, we had
tea at a Lyons shop. Good tea. These Lyons and similar
places always interest me. I like going into them for a tea or a
snack and seeing life.

Sunday, June 2,6th.

I had a really great lark in writing my next Thursday's Evening

Standard article about Oscar Wilde and other authors.    I wrote

it at great speed and with unusual verve.    Bad weather.    But I

took a walk.    Lunch at home.    At 3.30 instead of 2.45, we drove

off down to Bray, to Leo Schuster's Elgar concert at " The

Long White Cloud ".    Very heavy rain en route.    A great crowd

of cars and fashionable persons in the music-room and the

purlieus thereof at Schuster's.    The programme was entitled

" Homage to Elgar ".    A nice thought of old Schuster's.   We

sat, among Sitwells, just outside the barn-like doors of the music-

room, and I soon got cold.    I spoke to Elgar and he said, when I

praised his part of the entertainment :  " The silences are good,

anyhow."   After a pianoforte and violin sonata and a quartet, we

departed.    Got home at 7.20.   We left at 8.10 for the Edes at

Hampstead.   Arrived there, as was understood, after the meal

had begun.   Quite a large party.   At least 20 or 25 to supper.

Yet no servant.   Everything done by host and hostess, and

everything went absolutely smoothly.   Also,  supper in two

rooms at once.    I was in the small room, at the sole table there

with the hostess, Urlenski, Beryl de Zoete, a foreigner whose

name I didn't catch, and Danilovna,    Several other members

of the Russian ballet came later.   They could only talk about

the Russian ballet.   Vera Moore played the piano very well.

Monday, June
Ivor Novello, Gertrude Jennings and the Julian Huxleys came
for dinner. A great deal of talk between Novello and us about
"Don Juan". He argued that a long provincial tour would
spoil it for London : also that the provinces, except the biggest
towns, would not really care for it, would only care for him, and
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